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beauty, though a bloody scar from a recent fall crpssed her
forehead.
"Who is she," asked Mr. Geard. "I don't know her. She has a
lovely face. Who is she?"
"She's Jenny Morgan. She's the mother of that little girl Nelly.
She's the woman Red Robinson wrote about in the Gazette till
you stopped him. She was Mr. Crow's girl at one time."
"Is the child drowned too?"
The doctor shook his head. "This poor creature wouldn't have
been drowned if she hadn't been practically dead-drunk. She was
fishing things out of the water at the end of Dye House Lane.
Her little girl was with her."
"Where's the child now?" As he asked this question Mr. Geard
noticed that some small insect, a minute beetle or fly it was, with
liny yellow stripes, was moving gingerly across the dead girl's
face just as it would have done over a leaf or a stone. He flicked
it off with his finger-nail. That she couldn't feel that small tick-
ling seemed stranger than that she couldn't open her big eyes.
"The child's with Comrade Robinson and his wife," replied the
doctor. "Nelly knows those two very well; better than she ever
knew this beautiful creature, I expect. Well! you died the easiest
death, my dear, that anyone could die, just as easy as------" Dr.
Fell's mind wandered off from the calm face where the dark-
fringed eyelids were covering those eyes that had always seemed
too wide, as if they were forever seeing the things that normal
people dodge, and he was thinking in his heart: "It's funny . . .
but I believe I've got a real idea while Fve been holding this
girl. Why don't I just simply leave Bibby in the house and take
lodgings with this chap Dickery? Dave Spear lives there; and
why shouldn't I? I could keep my clinic."
As he thought of this, and imagined the triumphant way in
which he would lock up his consulting room in Manor House
Road every time he left it, he suddenly caught upon Mr. Geard's
face the most extraordinary expression he had ever seen on the
countenance of any human being. Bloody Johnny had raised his
hand again to the dead woman, this time to re-arrange a fold of
her dress which her rescuers in their attempts to save her had
disarranged. But no sooner had his hand encountered that ice-